The Hifiorj of King Leir

Reafon to rage fliould not haue giuen place^
340 Nor poore Cordelia fiifier fuch difgrace.          Exit.

w           Enter the Gillian King with Mumford^ and three

I                     Nobles more.               r

King. JDiffwade me not, my Lords, I am refolu'd,
This next fayre wynd to fayle for Brittany,
In fome difguife, to fee if flying fame
Be not too prodigall in the wondrous prayfe
Of thefe three Nymphes, the daughters of King Leir.
If prefent view do anfwere abfent prayfe,
And eyes allow of what our eares haue heard,
3fo And /^?mr ftand aufpicious to my vowes,
And Fortune fauour what I take in hand;
I will returne feyz'd of as rich a prize
As laflh) when he wanne the golden fleece,

Mum. Heauens graut you may; the match were fill of honor.
And well befeeming the young Gallian King,
I would your Grace would fauour me fo much,
As make me partner of your Pilgrimage.
I long to fee the gallant Brittifh Dames,
And feed mine eyes ypon their rare perfections:
3^0 For till I know the contrary. He fay,

Our Dames in Fraunce are more fayre then they.

Kin. Lord Mumfor^ you haue faued me a labour,
In offiing that which I did meane to aske:
And I moft willingly accept your company.
Yet firft I will inioyne you to obferue
Some few conditions which I fhall propofe.

Mum. So that you do not tye mine eyes for looking
After the amorous glaunces of fayre Dames:
So that you do not tye my toung from ipeaking,
370 My lips from kiffing when occafion femes,
My hands from congees, and my knees to bow
To gallant Gyrks j which were a taske more hard.
Then fleft^and bloud is able to indure:
Commaund what elfe you pleafe, I reft content.

Km. To bind thee from a thing thou canfl not leaue
Were but a meane to make thee feeke it more:

And